Next, a great owl,

Noiselessly  beating  the   air  with   her  soft-feathered

pinions,
Floats overhead, crossing the new-born stars.

The farther shore, with its stately plane-trees,

Is nought but a low black line,

Not even the white of our tent to be seen.

Then faintly, from over the lakes far vistas,

Comes stealing the sound of a song,

And a vina's thram:

A lamp gleams, flickering dim,

From a peasant's home.

0 moments holy, eternal,

0 tender and beautiful heart of our God >

Alive in it all,

Whispering low to our souls

Thy love in it all.

MANY are the wild free joys of the world,
The joy of diving beneath great breakers
And of swimming stalwartly out to sea;
The joy of swift galloping over a sandy plain:
The joy of climbing up and up, across virgin snow,
To a solitary heaven-soaring peak of the Himalaya:
The fierce wild joy of an aeroplane's swoop,
When the heart exults in the sovereign glory of flight,

32